KABIITS POEMS     75

LXXII

III. 26. tor Mrd hirdilwd
kzcad men

THE jewel is lost in the mud, and alt-
are seeking for it;

Some look for it in the east, and some
in the west; some in the water
and some amongst stones.

But the servant Kabir has appraised.
ifc at its true value, and has.
wrapped \t with care in the end.
of the mantle of his heart.

LXXIII

III. 26. dyau din gaune kd ho

THE palanquin came to take me away

to my husband's home, and it sent

through my heart a thrill of joy ;

But the bearers have brought me into*

the lonely forest, where I have

no one of my own.